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THE WATCHMAN AND SOUTH
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Confinued from First Page.
hness of the country, bere am I, With
_ other pcor devils, cooped upin
‘hot and dusty city. How I wish I were
with you in the land of Goshen, by the roll-
ing waters-of the Murray, whers everything
=<8 bright, and green, and unsophisticated—
vo latier terms arealmost identical—in-
<f which my view is bounded by bricks
mortar, and the muddy waters of the
have to do duty for your uoble river.
ose you still hold the secret which Ro-
sanna. RMoore intrasted you with—ah! you
ge I know her nauie, and why#—simply be-
. canss, with the natura! curiosity of the hu-
 race, I have been trying to find out who
ered Oliver Whyte, and as The Argus
cleverly pointed out Rosanna Moore as
ly to be at the bottom of the wholeaffair,
vo been learning ber past history. The
secret of Whyte's death, and the reason for
iz known tc you, but you refuse, even in
interests of justice, to reveal it—why, I
know ; but we all bave eur littde faults,
- from an amiable, though mistaken,
p of —shall I sav duty?—you refase to de-
up the man whose cowardly crime so
cost lifet
After ymﬁrm frem Melbourne
r one said, ‘Tho kapsom cab tragedy is
‘end, and the murderer will never be
: rered.’ I ventured to disagree with the
= wiseacres who made such a remark, and
“asked myself, “Who was this womsn who died
i Mother Guttersnipe’s? Recciving no satis-
factory answer from myself, I determined to
out, and took steps accordingly. Inthe
st place, I learned from Roger Moreland,
=" who, if you remember, was a witness against
“yom st the trial, that Wkyte and Rosanna
*~ Moore had come out o Siduey in the Jobn
ghout a year ago as Mr. and Mrs
“Why I nced hardly say that they did not
+/Shikn] it needful to go through the formality
" of marriage, as such a tie might bave been
“found inconvenient on some future occasion.
joreland knew nothing aboat Rosanna
‘and advised me to give up the search,
s, coming froma city liks London, it would
difficult to find any ore who knew her
vere. Notwithstanding this, I telegraphed
Bome toa friend of mine, who isa bitof an
amatenr detective: ‘Find out the name acd
~ -all abort the woman who left England in the
= Jobm Elder on the21st dayof August, 16— 23
the wife of Oliver Whyte. Mirabile dictu,
“he Zound out all about ber, and knowing, as
you do, what & maelstroin of humanity Lon-
3 moust admit my friend was clever.
2, however, that the task I set him
40 do was easier thon ke expected, for the so
ealled Mrs. Whyte was rather = notoricus
Jndividaal m ber own way. She wesa bur-
Jeaque actress at the Frivolity theatre in Lon-
don, and, beinga very bandsome woman, had
‘Been pkotogravhed innumerabletimes. Con-

Whyte tochoose a berth on board the boat,
- she was recoznized by the clerk in the office
. “as Bosanna Mdore, better known as Musette
cof *Le Frivolity. Why she ran away wit
vovté I cannot tell yon. With reference to
en n-derstending women, I refer you to
pac’sTremerk anectthesame. Perhaps Mu-
sette got weary of St. Johu's Wood and cham-
:pngnasuppers,and longed for the purcrair of
herpativeland. Ah!youopen yourevesatthis
Iatter statement—yon are surprised—no. on
“second thoughts you arenot; becanse she told
-you berself that she wes a native of Sydner,
o~ and bad gone home in 1S58, after a trium-
phant career of acting in Melbourne.
why did she leave ths applaudinz Meibourne
“public apd the flesh nots of Egypt? Yom
Enow this also. She ran away with a rich
young squatier, with more money than
= ~porals, who happened] to be in Melbourne at
““thetime. She seems to have had 2 weakness
for romning away. But why she chose
WWhyte to go with this timo puzzles me. He
was not rich, not particularly good looking,
-1 Iad no position, and a bad temper. How do
know all these traits of Mr. Whyte's char-
mcter, moraliv and socially? Easily enough;
my omniscient friend found them all out.
. - Mr. Oliver Whyte was the son of a Loadon
"~ tajlee, and his father, being well off, retired
"= “Into private life, and ultimately went the
-~ way of all flesh. -His son, finding himself
.- __with a capitel income and a pretty taste for
" smmmsement, cat the shop of his late Iamented
- parent, found ouf that his family had come
= over with the Cougueror—Glanviile de
Whyte belped to sew the Baveux tapestry, I
suppose—and graduated at the Frivolity
theatre asa masher. In common with the
‘other gilded yonth of the day, he worshiped
“at the gas lit shrine of Musette, and the zod-
dess, pleased with his incense, left her other
‘admirers in the lurch, and ran away with for-
‘_ﬁm?];.{r. Whyte. asfarasthisgoesthereis
- to show why the murder was com-
-mitted. - Men do pot perpeirate crimes for
the sake &f lizht o’ loves like Musette, unless
andeed some wr=tehed vouth embezzlesmoney

farns I can learn, no one was so muchin
Jove with ber as to commita crime for ber
sake. So for, so good: the motive of the
crimo must be found in Aunstrziia.  Whyte
had spent npeariy all his monev in Exgland,
and consequently Musette and her lover ar-
- wived in Sydney with comparaiively little
~ cash However, with an Epicurean like
. philosophy they enjoved themselves on what
= Yittle they had, and then came to Melbourne,
-~ where theystayed =t a -second rate hotel
- Musette, I may teikiyou, had one special vice,

- and drank a good deal of i. Conseguently,
- on arriving in Melhotres, and findirz that a
new jon had zrisen whkich knew not
Joseph—I mesw Mnsetie—she drowned her
- sorrow.in the fcowing bowlk -and went out
_ rel with Mr. Whyte to view Mel-
* * boarne by night—a familiar aspect to ber, co
— gdoztt. What took her to Little Bourke street

= Jdon’t know. Perhapsshe got lost; perkaps’

- N8 had been a favorite walk of hers in the old
‘- dayszatail overts shs was fopnd dead drunk
in st unsavory locality by Sal Rawlins. I
- ¥mow this x50, because Sal told me so her-
- malf ‘“Sate=cted the pari of the good Sarcor-
~ ftan3 gook her to the squalid den she called
. homesé;and there Rosanra Moore fell danger-
~ouaiy ik - Whyte, wio had missed ber, found
out where she wos and that she was too il to

to getrid of such &n encumbrance, so went
backtn his lodgings et St. Kilda, which,
Judzing from the landlady’s siory, he masi
- bavaoccapied for some time, whilo Rosaura
Moore w=s drinking berself to deata in a
‘quiecthatel S:ill be does not break off his
. commection with the dying woman; but one
_and -that swwe night Rosanna  Moore
‘dies.~ 50, from all

lockeup i his own bearf. The writer of this
Jetter-bas a theory—a fanciful one, if you
will—that the secret told to Brian Fitzgerald
contains the mystery of Oiiver® Whyte's

Enowsufficient {o lead to the detection of thoe
murderer. If you tell me, so much the better,
both for your own sense of justice and for

siall find it out without you. I have taken,
and still take, a great interest in this strange
case, and I have swvorn to bring the murdersr
- %o justice; so I make this last appeal to you
£o fell me what you know. If you refuse, I
wrill go to work to find ont all about Rosanna
Moore prior to her departure from Australia
in 1538, and I am certain sooner or later to dis-
= cover the secret which led to Whyte's mur-

der. If there is any strong reason why it ;

should be kept silent, I, perhaps, will come
round to your view, and let the matter drop;

but if I have tofind it oot myself, the nur- |

derer of Oliver Whyte need expect no mercy

- final, and pursoe the search myself.

. esting story it contains, so I will have pity
- om youenddrawtoaclose. Remember me
o Miss Fret&by and to ber father. Witk
< Kkind regards to yourself, I rexmin, yours
" wery truly. Duxscax Cartox.”
When Fifzgerald had finished tho iast of
the closely written sheets, he let the letter fall

from his hands, and, icauing back in his |
ghair, stared into the dawn:ng light outside |

with a hazgard faee. He arose afier a fow

‘brandy, drank it faverishly. Then mechanie-
ally lighting 2 cigar, he stepped out of the

There vos a soft crimson glow in the east,
which anpounced the approach of the sun,
und be could hear the chirping of the awas-
eming birds in the trees. But Drian did not
“gee the marvelous breaking of the dawn, but
-stood staring-at the red lighkflaring in the
east, i of Caiton’s letter.
“F cando no more,” he said bitterly, lean-

‘sequently when she very foolishly went with |

Midas carelessly.

acommor ogge—drink. Sheloved champagne, .

beremoved. I presume he was ratber glad

i ment in tke Lot sunshinve, as thougzh it had

f murnuted o homscill with a evnient smile.
“pight. i murdered in a hansom ce2d, |

appearance, every- |
thing is ended; not so, for bLefore dyiug |
Possnna sends for Brian Fitzzerald at his |
.club, and reveals to him a secret which he |
i Felix at his elbow, smoking a cigaretie.

death. Now then, kave I not found outa :
’ good deal without you, end do you siill de- |
. cliceto reveal tho rest® I do not say yoa |
know who killed Whyte, but I do say- you |

your peaca of mind; if you do nov—well, I |

at my hands. So think over what I have |
said. If I do nothear from you within the !
ne b week I will regard your decision as |

#] am sure, my dear Fitzgerald, you will |
- find this letter too long, in spite of the inter- |

:moments, and, pouring bimself out a zlass of |

door into she fresh beauty of the dawn. |

“There is only one way of stopping Calton,
and that is by telling him all. My poor
Madge! My poor Madge!”

A soft wind arose, and rustled gmong the
trees, and there appeared great shafts of
crimson light in the east; then, with a sud-
den blaze, the sun peered over the brim of the
wide plaie. The warm yellow rays toucked
lizhtly the comely head of the weary man,
and, turning round, he held up bis arms to
the great luminsry, as though be were a fire
¥ orshiper.

“f accept the omen of the dawn,” he cried,
“for her life and for mine.”

CHAPTER XXV,
WHAT DR. CHINSTON SAID.

His resolution taken, Brian did not let the
grass grow under his feet, but rode over in
the afterroon to tell Madge of hisintended
departure.

The servant told him she was in the gar-
den, so he went there, and, guided by the
sound of merry voices, and the silvery langh-
ter of pretty women, soor found his way to
the lawn tennis ground Madge and her
guests were a1l there. soated under the shade
of a great witch ehn, and watching, with
great interest. a single handed match being
played between Rolleston and Paterson, both
of whom were capital players. Mr. Frettlby
was not present, as he was inside writing let-
ters, and talking with old Mr. Valpy, and
Brian gave a sign of relief ashe noted his
absence. Madge caught sight of him as he
came down the garden path, and flew quickly
toward him with outstretched hands, as be
took his hat off.

“How good of you to come,” she said, in &
delichted tone, as she took his arm, and they
sauntered slowly toward the honse. Brian
told her of his approaching departure, but
not his reasons for going.

“I got a lctter last night,” bo said, turning

his face awny from her; “and, as it's about !

some important business, I must start at
once.”

“] ¢don’s think it will be long before we
fallow,” answered Madge, thoughtiully.
*Papa leaves here at the end of the week”

n Wh}' el

“P'm sare I don’t kpow,” said Madge, petu-
lantly; “he is so restless, and never seems to
settle down to anything. He says for the
rest of his life ke is going te do nothing but
wander gli over the werld.”

There seddenly flashed ecross Fitzgerald's
mind a line from Genesis, which seemed
singunlarly applicable to Mr. Freftiby—‘A fu-
gitive and a vagabord thou shalt be in the
earth.”

©Evervono gets theso restless fits socner or
later,” ke said. idly. *‘In fact,” with an un-
easy lauch, “I believe I'm in one myself.”

“Thet puts me in mind of what I heard
Dr. Chinston say yesterday,” she said. ‘“This
is the age of unrest. as electricity and steam
have turned us all into Bohemiaps.”

:Ah! Bohemia is a pleasant place,” said
Brian abscn:ly, unconsciously guoting Thack-
eray, “but we all lose our way to it late in
Life”

At that rate we won’t lose our way to it
for some tima,” she said langhing, as they
stepped ivto the drawing room, so cool and
shady, after tho heat and glare outsida

As they entered Xr. Frettlby arose out of
a chair nesr the window, and appeared to
bave been reading, as he held a book in his
band. =

“Tvhat! Fitzzgerald,” he exclaimed in a
bearty tone, as he held out his band; “I am
glad to seo you.”

“I let you know I am living, don’t I7" re-
plied Brian, his fair face flushing as he re-
luciantly took the proffered hand. “But the
fact is I have come to say good-by for. a few
days.”

“Ah! going back to town, I suppoese,” said
Mr. Frettlby, Iying back in his chair and
playing with his watch chain. “I don’
know that you are wise, exchanging the clear
air of ths country for the dusty atmosphere
of Melbourne.”

“Yet Madge tells me you are going back,”
said Brian, idly toying with a vase of flowers
on the table.

“Depends upon circurcstances,” replied
“T may and I mey nok
You go on business, I presume?”

&Yrell, the factis, Caiton”™—— Hero Brian
stopped suddenly, and bit his lip with vex-
gtion, for he had not intended to mention
the lawyer’'s name.

“Yas?? said Mr. Frettlby interrogatively,
sitting up quickly, and looking Leenly at
Brian.

*+Wants to sce me ahout business,” ho
finished awkwardly.

“Commected with the sale of your ststion, I
suppose,” said Frettiby, still keeping his eves
on the voung man's face. “Can’t bave 2 bet-
tor man. Calton’s ancxcellent man of busi-
ness.”

++4 jiztle too excellent,” ronlied Fitzoorald,
ruefully; “he’s a man thascan’s leave well
encuzhrclope” . a . :

‘= Anropos of what?”

“Oh, notking,” answered Fitzgereld,
hastily, and just thea hiseyes met those of
Frettlby. Thetwo inon looked atone an-
other steadily for a moment, but in that
short space of time o single name flashed
throuzh their brains; that name was Rosanna
Moore. Mr. Fretiiby was the first to lower
hbis eves and break the magnetism.

“Ah, well,” be said lighily, as he rose from
his chair and beld oat .bis hand, “if you are
two weeks in town ca at St Kilda, and i¥s
mors than likely you will find us there.”

Brian shook handsin slence and watched
bim pick up bis Let and move cn to the ve-
randa, and then ous into the hot suaunshine.

*He knows,” he muttered involuntarily.

i nows what, sir?” said Madge, who came
silently behind him, and slipped her arm
through his  “That you are hungry, and
waut sometking to cat bafore you leave us?

“T don’t feel hunzry,” said Driun, as they
welked toward the door.

“Nonsense,” answered Mzdge, merrily,
wko, like Evo, wason hospitable thoushis in-
tent. “DPm nst goingz to have you appear in
Melbourue a uale, foud lover, zs taough I
were treating vou badly. Come, sir—no,”
she contizued, putiing upber hand as he
tried to liss her, “busivess firat, pleasuro
aftervec:«!” gud they went into the dining
room lavza2inT.

Mark b:-ttiby wandered down to the lawn
tennis ground, thinkioz of the look he kad
seen in Brian’s eves. Ile chivered for a mo-

srown suddenly chiil
“Some one stepping acress my grave,” ho

“Dab! bow superstizions I am, aad yei—ke

kaows, he knows?
*Commen v, erind Feiix, wihe had jost

caurhiarsht of Sl tn el et eemis vo?

-Fre:tiby woke with a start, and found
himnself near the lawn tennis ground, and

“rettlby wolke with a start. |

He roused himself with a great effort and |
tapped ine yourg man lightly on the |
shoulder. '

“What?" he said with a forced laugh, “‘do |
you really expect me to play lawn tennis on |
such a dav? You are mad” i

“I am hot, you mean,” retorted the im- |
perturbable Rolleston, blowing a wreath of |
smoke. |

“Mhat's a forezone conclusion,” said Dr. |
Chinston, who came up at that moment. |

‘Such a charming novel,” cried Julia. who |
bad just canghbt the last remark.

“Ihat 177 asked Paterson, rather pnzzled.

“Howrils book. ‘A Forezone Conclusion,””
said Julia. aiso lookinzg puzzled. *Weren't
you talking about it?” i

“Im afraid this talk is getting slightly in- |
coberent.” said Fehx, with a sigh. “We all |
seem madder than usual today.” |

-Speak for yousself,” said Chinston, indig- |
pantly; “I'in as sane as any man in the
wor.d.”

SExactly,” retorted the other, coolly, |
“that's what I say. and you, being a doetor, !
ought to know that every man and woman
in the world is more or less mad.” |

“Where are your facts¢” asked Chinston, |
smiling. |

“My facts are all visible ones,” said Felix,
gravely pointing to the company. “They’re

I gl erookeZ on some point or another.”_ _ .

There was a chorus of indignant denial at
this,-and then every one burst out laughing
-at the cxtraordinary way in which Mr. Rol-
Ieston was arguing. :

“If you oo on like that in the house,” said
Frettlby. amused, “you will, at all events,
have an entertaining parliament.”

“Ah! they'll never have an entertaining
parliament till they admit ladies,” observed
Paterson, with a quizzical glance at Julia.

“It will be a parliament of love then,” re-
torted the Goetor, dryly, “and not medimval
either.”

T¥hile every one was laughing at this re-
mark, Frettlby took the doctor’s arm and
walked away with him, *I waat you to
come up to my study, doctor,” he said, as
they strolled toward the house, “‘and exam-
ine me.”

“Why, den’t you feel well? said Chinston,
as they entered the house.

“Not lately,” revlied Frettlby. “T'm afraid
T've got heart «iseasa.”

The doctor looked sharply at him, and then
shook his head.

“Nonsense,” he snid, cheerfully, “it's
common delasion with people that they have
heart disease, and in nine cases out of ten it's
all imagination; unless, indeed,” he added,
waggishly, “the patient happens to be a
young man.”

¢«aAh! I suppose you think I’'m safe as far
as that goes,” said Frettlbr, as they entered
the study: ‘‘and what did you think of Rol-
leston’s argument about people being mad#”

% was amusing,” replied Chinston, taking
a seat, Frettiby doing the same. “That’sall
I say can about it, though, mind you, I think
there are more mad people at large than the
world is awars of.”

“Indeed!”

“Yes; do you remember that horrible story
of Dickens’, in the ‘Pickwick Papers,' about
the man who was mad, and krew it, vet sue-
cessfully voncealed it for years? Vell, I be-
lieve there aro many people like that in the
world. people whose lives are one long strug-
gle against irsanity, and yet who eat, drink,
talk and walk with the rest of their fellow
men, evidentiy a2s gay and light bearted as
they are.”

“How extracrdicary.”

4 Half themurders and snicides are done in
temporary iits of iusanity,” went on Chin-
ston, “and if a parson broods over anything,
his incipient madness is sure to broak ont
sooner or lates; but, of course, theraare cases
where a perfectly sane person may commit a
murder on theimoulse of the moment, but I
rezard such persons as mad for the time be-
ing: but, €zaia, s murder may be planned
and executed i the most cold blooded man-
ner.”

“And in tke latter case,” snid Frettlby,
without looking at the doctor, end playirg
with the paper knife, ‘‘do you regard the
murderer as mad?’

“VYes, I do,” answered the doctor, bluntly.
“He is as mad as a person who kills another
because he supposes he kas been told by God
to do so—only there is method in bis mad-
ness. For instance, I believe that hansom
cab murder, in which you were mixed

bt

“D— it, sir! I wasn't mixed up in it,” in-
terrupted Frettiby, pale with anger.

“Bez parden,” said Chinston, coolly, “a
slip of the tongue; I was thinking of Fitzger-
ald. Well, I believe that crime to have been
premeditated, and that the man who com-
mitted it wasmad. Hoe is, no doubt, at large
now, walking about and conducting bimself
as sanely &s vou or I, yectthe germ of in-
sanity is there, and sconer or later he will
commit another crime.”

“How do you know it was premeditated?
asked Frettiby. abruptly.

‘s Any one cansee that,” answered the other.
“Whyte was watched on that night, ard
when Fitzgerald went awey the other was

| ready to take his place, dressed the same.”
“That’s nothing,” retorted Frzttlby, lock- !

ing at kis companion sharply. ‘‘There are
dozens of men ia Melbourne who wear even-
ing dress, light coats and soft hats—in fact, I
generaily wear them myself.”

“Well, tbat might bave been a coinci-
dence,” said the doctor, rather disconcerted;
“hut the use of chloroform puts the question
bevond & doubt; people don’t usuelly carry
chloroform about with them.”

“I suppose not,” auswered the other, and
then the matter dropped. Cbinston macde en
examination of Mark Frettlby, and whez he
had finished his face was very grave, though
he lauzhed at the millioniare’s fears,

“You're all right,” be said, gayiy. ‘‘Ac-
tion of the bexrt a little weak, that's all—
only,” impressively, *“avoid excitement—
avoid excitement.”

Just as Freutlby was putting on his coat a
knock came to the door angd Madge entered.

“Brian’ is gone,” ske began. “Oh, I beg
yeur purdon, doctor, bus is papa, ill?” she
asked with sudden fear.

“No, chiid, no.” said Frettlor, hastily, “I
am ail right; 1 thought my beart was af-
fected, Lug it isn't.”

“Not a bLit of it,” answered Chinston, re-
assuring.  “All rizht, oniy avoid excite-
ment.”

But when Frettiby turned to go to the
sloor Madge. who had her eves fixed on the
doctor’s face. maw how grave i% was.

““There is danger? she said. toucbing bis
arm as they puused for a moment &t the
door

“No, nol" he answered hastily.

“Yes, there is.” she persisted. “Tell me
the worst it is best for me to know.”

‘The doctor looked at her in some doubt for
a few moments and then placed his baods on
her shoulder

“My deur young lady.” he s2id gravely, “I
will tell you what | have not dared to tell
youar father ”

“What?' she asked in a low voice, her face
growing pale.

“His heart is affected.”

“And there is great danger?”

“Yex, great danger. In the event of any
sudden skock” He hesitated.

.-\'a:.'“__—_

“He would probably drop down dead.”

My God!™

CHAPTER XXVL
ETLSIP HAS A THEORY OF IS OWX.

Mr Calton sat in bis office reading a letter
be had just received froem Fitzoerald, and it
seemed to give him great satisfaction, judg-
ing from ti:e comp:ucent smile on his face.
“} know,” wrote Brian, ‘‘that now you have
taken up the affair. you will not stop until
you find everytuing out, so, as 1 want the
matter to rest as at present, | will anticipate
you, and reveal all. You were right in your
conjecture that | knew something likely to
lead to the detection of Whyte's murderer,
but when l tell you my reasons for keeping
such a thing secret, L am sure you will not
plame me. M:nd you, ! do not say that 1
know who committed the murder; but | have
suspicions—very strong suspicions—and 1
wish to God l¥osanna Moore bad died before
she told me whatshedid However, I will
tell you all, and leave you to judge asto
whether I was justified in concealing what L
was told. ! will call at your office some time
aext week, and then you will know every-
shing that Rosanna Moore told me. but once
shat you are possessed of the knowledge you
xill pity me.”

“Most extraordinary,” mused Calton, lean-
ng back in &is chair, as he laid down the
etter. “l wonder if he's going to tell me
that he killad Whyts after all, and that Sal
Rawlins perjured kerself tosave himl No,
;hat’s nonsense or she'd have turned upin
sotter time, and wouldn't have risked his
aeck up to the last moment. Though [ mgke
t a rule never to be surprised at anything, I
martle me consideradbly [’ve never met with
such an extraordinary case, and from all ap-
pearances the end isn't reached yet. After
all,” said Mr. Calton, thoughtfully, *“truth is
stranger than fiction.”

Here a knock came to the door, and in an-
gwer to ap invitation to enter, it opened, and
Kilsip glirled into the room.

“Yon're unot engaged, sir,” he sald, In a
soft, low voice.

“(h, dear, no,” answered Calton, carelessly,
“come in, come in.”

Kilsip closed the door softly, and gliding
along in his wsual velvet footed manner, sat

down in a chair near Calton’s, and placing

| his bat on the grouud, looked keenly at the

barrister

“Well, Kilsip,” said Calten, with a yawn,
playing with his watch chain, “any goed
news to tell me?”

“Well, nothing particnlarly new,” purred
the detective, rubbing his hands together.

“Nothing new, and nothing true, and no
matter,” said Calton, quoting Emerson,

| *And what have you come to see me about#”’

“The nansom cab murder,” replied tho
other quietly

“The devil™ cried Calton, startled out of
his professional dignity. ‘*And have you
found out who did it4"

“No/® answered Kilsip, rather dismally;
*but I've got 2n idea.”

“So had Gorby,” retorted Calton, dryly,
“an {dea that ended in smoke. Have you

2xpect what Brian Fitzgerald teils me will ?

; any practical proofs#”

“Not yet.”

“That means you are going to get somaf”
“Well, if possible.”

ipg up a pencil and scribbling idly on bis
blotting paper. *“And %o whom does your
; suspicion point?

“Ahal” said Air. Kilsip, cautiously.

“Don’t know hira,” answered the other
coolly; “family name Huwmbug, 1 presume.
Bosh! WWhom do you suspect?

Kilsip looked around cautiously, as if to
make sure they were alone, and then said, in
3 stage whisper:

“Roger Moreland ™

“That was the young man that gave evi-
dence as to how Whyte got drunk{”

Kilsip nodded.

“WWell, aud how do you connect him with
the marder+”

“Do you remember in the evidence given
by the cabmen, Roystoo and Rankin, they
voth swore that the man who was with
\Whyte on that night worea diamond ring on
the forefinger of the right hand?

“Whas of that? Nearly every second man
in Melbourne wears a diaicond ring.”

“But not on the forefinger of the band.”

“(Oh! And Moreland wears a ring in that
way

“Yes”

s“Mearely a coincidenca. Is that all your
proof#”

»All I can obtain at present.”

“It's very weak,” said Calton, scornfully.

“The weakest proofs may form a chzin to
bang a man,” observed Kilsip, sententiously.
. “Moreland gave his evidence clearly
enough,” said Calton, risig end walking up
and down. “‘He met Whyte; they got drunk
together. Whyte went out of the hotel, and
shortly afterward Moreland followed with
the coat, which was left behind by Whyte,
and then someboedy snatched it from him.”

“Ah did theys’ interrupted Kilsip,
quickly.

“So Moreland says,” said Calton, stopping
short. “1 understand; you think Moreland was
not so drunk as he says, and after following
Whyte outside, put on kis ceat, and got into
the cab with him.”

“That is my theory.”

“[t's ingenious enough,” sald the barrister;
*but why shonld Moreland murder \Whytet
What motive had be?”

“Those papers”—

“Pghaw| apother idea of Gorby’s,” eaid
Calton, angrily. “How do you know thers
were any papersi”

The fact is, Calton did not intend Kilsip to
know that Whyte really bad papers until he
heard what Fitzgerald bad to tell him.

»And enother thing,” said Calton, resum-
ing bis walk, “if your theory is correct
which 1 don’s think it is, wkat becams of
Whyte's coatt Has Moreland got itf”

“No, be has not,” answered the detective,
decisively.

“You scem very positive about it,” said
the lawyer, after a moment pause. “Did
you ask Moreland about it?”

A reproacbful look came into Kilsip's
white faze.

“Not guite so green,” be said, forcing a
smila. *l thought you'd a better opinion of
me thap that, Mr, Calton. Ask him#—no.”

“*Then how did you find out?" =

“The fact is Moreland isemployed 23 a
berman in the Kangaroo hotel”

*A barman?” echoed Calton; “and he came
out here as a gentleman of independent for-
tune. Why, hang it, man, that .n itself is
sufficient to prove that he had no motive to
murder Whyte. Moreland pretty well lived
on Whyte, so what could bave induced him
to kill his golden goese and become a barman
——pshaw! the idea is absurd.”

“Well, you may be right about the mat
! ter,” said Kilsip, rather angrily: “and if
| Gorby makes mistakes | don’t pretend to be
infallible. But at all events when | saw
Moreland in the bar he wore a silver ring on
the forefinger of his right band.”

“Silver isn’t 2 diamond.”

“No, but it shows that was the finger he
was accustomed to wear hisringon. When
Isaw that 1 determined to search his room.
1 managed to do so while be was out acd
found™

*A mare's nest?”

Kilsip nodded.

“And so your castle of cards fallsto the
ground,” said Calton, jestingly. *“Youridea
is ebsurd. Moreland no more committed
the murder than | did Why he was too
drunk on that night to do anything.®

“Humph—so he says.”

“IVell, men don't calumniate themselves
for nothing.” -

“It wzs a lesser danger to avert a greater
one,” replied Kilsip, cooliy. *1 am surethat
Moreland was not drunk on that night. He
: only said so to escape awkward questions as
' to his movements. Depend upoa it he knows
! more than he lets out.”

“Well, and kow did you intend to sct
ebout the matters”

] shall start looking for the coat first.”

“Ahl you think be has hidden it?”

“Pm sure of it. My theory is this: When
Moreland got out of the cab at Powlett
streoet"——

“But he dida't,”
angrily.

**Let us suppose, for the sake of argument,
that be did,” said Kilsip, quietly. *Ilsay
when he left the cab he walked up Powlett
street, turned to the left down Georgestreet,
and walked back to tewn through the Fitz
roy gardens, then, knowing that the coat
was noticeable, he threw it away, or hid it,
and walked out of the gardens through the
town”

“In evening dress more noticeable than
coat.”

“He wasn't in evening dress,” said Kilsip,
quistly.

“No more be was™ observed Calton,
eazerly, recalling the evidence at the trial
“Another blow to your theory. Tie mur
derer was in evening dress—the cabman
said so.”

“Yes; because he had seen Mr. Fitzgerald
in eveninz dressa few minutes before, and
thought that be was the same man who got
into the cab with Whyte.”

“Yell, what of that#’

“If you remecmber, the second man had
his coat buttoned up. Moreland wore dark
trousers—at least, 1 suppose so—and, with
the coat buttoned up, it was easy for the cab-
map to mzke the mistake, believing, as ho
did, that it was Mr. Fitzgerald.”

“That sounds better,” said Calton, thought-
fully. *“And what are you going to dof”

“Look for the coat in the Fitzroy gar
dens' n

“Pshaw! a wild goose chase.”

“Possibly,” said Kilsip, as he arose to go.

“And when shall [see you againi” said
Calton.

“QOh, to-night,” said Kilsip, pausing at the
j door. *1 bad nearly forgotten, Mother Gut-
i tersnipe wants to see you.”

*“Why? What's up?

“She’s dying, and wants to tell you some
secret.”

“Rosanna Moore, by Jovel” said Calton.
{ “She'll tell me something about her. I'll get
| to the bottom of this yet. All right, I'll be
| here at 8 o'clock.”

J’ *“Very well, sir]” and the detective glided
1

interrupted Calton,

out.

“I wonder if that old hag knows any-
thing?” said Calton to himself, as be resumed
his seat. *‘She might have overheard some
conversation between Whyte and bis mis
tress, and is going to split.  \Well, I'm afraid
when Fitzgerald does confess [ will know all
about it beforehand.”

CHAPTER XXVIL
MOTHER GUTTERSKIPE JOINS THE MAJORITY

Punctual to his appointment, Kilsip called
at Celton’s office at 8§ o'clock, in order to
guide him through the squalid labyrinths of
the slums, and found the barrister waiting
impaticetly for bim.

They went into Little Bourke street, and
after going through the nerrow and dark
lapes, which now secemed quite familiar to
Calton, reached Mother Gutrersuipe's den,
for in truth it could be called nothing elsa
After climbinz the rickety sinirs, which
groaved and creaked bsueath their weight,
they entered the room, and found Mother
Guttersnine Iving on the bed in the corner,
and the elfish chiid with the Llack hair play-
ing cards with a slatternly looking girlat the
deal table by the faint light of a tallow can-
dle. They both spranz to their fect as the
strapgers enterad, and the ellisbh child pushed
a broken chair in a sullen manner toward
Mr Calton, while the other girl shuflled into
a far corner of tha room, and crouched down
there like a doz. The noise of their entry
awoke the bagz fro: an uneasy slmnber into
which she had fallen, and sitting up in bed,
she huddled the clothes round her, and pre-
sented such a grewsowe spectacie that Calton
involuntarily recoiled. Her white bair was
all unbound, and bung in tangled massesover
her shoulder in snowy profusion. Her face,

parched and wrinkled, witih the hooked nose

aund bealy black eves, like those of a mouse,
was poked forseard, and ber skinny arms,

“Much virtue in ‘if,’” quoted Calton, pick- |

bare to the shoulder, were waving about as
shegrasped at the bedclothes with ber claw
like hands.

She was evidently growing very weak, so
Calton turned to Kilsip and told him in a
| whisper to get a doctor. The detective
| seribbled a note on some paper, and, givicz
it to Lizer, ordered berto take it. At tkis,
the other girl rose, and, putting her arm in
that of the child’s, they left together.

“Them iwo young ‘usseys gone? said

want what ['ve got to tell to get into the
noospaper, I don't.”

»And what is itf" asked Calton, bending
forward,

The old woman tonk another drink of gin,
and it scemed to put life into ber, for she sat
up io the bed and commenced to talk rapidly,
us though she were afraid of dying before
her secret was toid.

“You've been 'ere aforef” she said, point-
ing ove skinny finzer at Caltom, *zud you
wanted to find out all about ’er; but you
didn’t, blarst ye. She wouldn’t let me tell,
for she was always a proud jade, a fiouncin’
round while 'er pore mother was a starvin.”

“Her motherl Are you Rosanna Moore’s
mother?’ cried Calton, considerally aston-
ished.

“Mpy Idie if I aint,” croaked the hag.
“r pore father died of drink, an’ 'm a fol-
lerin’ im to the same place in the same way.
You weren’t about town in the old dajys, or
you'd a bin after ber, blarst ye.”

“After Rosapna?”

%The werry girl,” answered Mother Gut-
tersnipe. *‘She were on tho stage, she were,
an’ my eve, what a swell she were, with all
the coves a-dyin’ for ‘er, an’ she dancin’ over
their black 'earts, cuss 'emi; but she was
allays good to meo till ‘e came,”

“Who came?”

#EP yelled the cld woman, raising her-
self on her arm, her eyes sparkling with 7in-
dictive fury. “’E, a-comin’ around with
di'monds and gold, and ea-ruinin' my pore
girl; an’ how ‘e’s %eld "is bloomin’ 'ead up all
these yearsas if he were a szint, cuss 'im—
cuss 'im/["

*TWho does she mean?” whispered Calton
to Kilsip.

“Mean!” screamed Mother Guttersnipe,
whose sharp ears had caught the muttered
question. “Why, Mark Frettlby”

“Good God!" Calton rose up in his aston-
fshment, and even Kilsip’s inscrutable coun-
tenance displayed some surprisa

“Aye, ‘e were a swell {n them days” pur
smed Mother Umuttersnipe, *“and ‘e coines
a-philunderin’ round my gal, blarst ‘im,’an’
seduces ‘er, and leaves ‘er and ’er child to
starve, like a blacl 'earted villaip as 'e were,”

“The child! Her namel”

“Bah,” retorted the bag, with scorn, “as if
you dida’t know my gran‘darter Sal”

“Sal, Mark Frettiby's child?”

“Yes, an’ as pretty a girl as the other, tho
she 'appened to be born on the wrong side of
the ’edge.  Ob. I've seen ‘er a-sweepin' along
in 'er silks an’ satins as tho' we were dirt—
an’ Sal ‘er 'alf sister—cuss ‘er.”

Exhausted by the efforts she bad mada,
the old woman sank back in her bed. while
Calton sat in a dazed manner, thinking over
the astounding revelation that had just been
made. That Rosanna Moore should turn out
to be Mark Freftlby’s mistress he bardly
wondered at; after all, he was but a man,
and in his young days had beec no better and
no worse thap the rest of his friends Ho-
ganna Moore was pretty, and was evidentiy
one of those women who—rakes at beart—
prefer the untrammeled freedom of being a
mistress to the sedate bondage of a wife. In
questions of morality, so many people live in
glass houses that there ere few nowadays
who can afford to throw stones, so Calton
did not think any worse of Frettlby for bis
youthful follics. But what be did wonder at
wes that Frettlby should be so heartless as
te leave his child to the tender mercies of an
old hag like Mcther Guttersnipe. It was so
entirely different from what be knew of the
manp, that hs was inclined to think it was
some trick of the old woman’s.

“Did Mr. Frettlby kpow Sul was his childT™
he asked. ;

“Not 'e.,” snarled Mother Cuttersripe. ia
an exultant tone. * ‘e thought she was demd,
‘e did, arter Roseanner gave him the go by.”

“And why did you not tell bim#

“’Cause | wanted to break hiseart, if e
'ad ary,” said the old beldame, vindictively.
“Sal was a-goin’ to el! as fast as she could
till she was tuk from me. If she bad gome
and got icto quod I'd 'ave gone to bim, and
said ‘Look at yer darter! 'Ow Ive ruined ber
as von did mine'”

“Youn old devil,” said Calton, revolted at
the malignity of the scheme. *You have
sacrificed an innocent girl for this”

“None of your prezchin,” retorted the hag
“sullenly: *I aint been brought up for a saint,
I ain't—an’ | wanted tc pay 'im out, blarst ‘im
—’e paid me well to 'old my tongue about my
darter, an' ['ve got it ‘ere.” laying her band
op tue pillew. *Al gold, good gold—an’
mine, cuss me.”

Calton arose; be felt quite sick at thisex-
hibition of human depravity, and longed tc
be awny As he was puatting on his hat,
however, the two girls entered with a doctor,
who bowed to Kilsip, cast a sharp scrutiniz
ing glance at Calton, and then walked over
to the bed. The two girls went back to their
corner, and weited in silence for the end.
Mother Guttersiipe had fallen back in the
bed, with one claw-like hand eciutching the
pillow, as if to protect her beloved gold, and
over ber face a deadly paleness was spread-
ing, which told the practiced eye of tke doc
tor that the end was near He knelt down
beside the bed for a moment, holding the
candle totbe dying woman's face, Bbe open-
ed her eyes, and muttered drowsily:

“Who's you! go v ‘el,” but then sha
seemed to grasp the situation again, and she
started up with a shrill yell, which made the
bearers shudder, it was so weird and eeria.

“My mouey[” she yelled, clasping the pil-
low in her skionv arms “lt's all mine, ye
sban't have it, blarst ye.”

The doctor erose from his knees, and
shrugged his shoulders ‘“Not worth while
doing anything,” he said, coolly, “she'll be
dead soon.”

The old woman, raumbling over her pil-
low, canzhbt the word, and burst into tears.

“Dead! dead! my poor Rosanna, with 'er
golden 'air, always lovin' 'er pore mother
till ‘e took ‘er away, an’ she came back to dis
—die—ooh!”

Eer voice died away in a long. melancholy
wail, that mnde the two girlsin the corner
shiver and put their fingers in their ears.

“My good woman,” said the doctor, bend-
ing over the bed, *“would you wot like to see
a ministery”

She looked at him with her brizht. beady
eyes, already scmewhat dimmed with the
mists of death, and suid, in a barsh, low
whisper—"Why?"

“Bocanss you have only a short time to
live,” said the doctor, gently. *“You are dy-
i.n".“

Niother Ginttersnipe sprans up, and seized
his arm swith a scream of terror

“Dyin’, dyin'—nol nol” she wailed. claw-
ing hissleeve. *1 ain’t fit to die—cuss me:
save me—save me, |don’t know where ['d go
to, s'elp me—save me.”

The doctor tried to remove ber havds, but
she beld on with wouderful tenacity.

“1t is impossible,” be siaid tnefiy.

TLe haz fell back in ber bed.

I soid wiy cornl for qb

.

STl give yor money to save moe,” sho
| Bhrisiail. ol money —eli mine - ol mine,
See—spe—or—suvernins,” aml, toating her
piliow open, she tooi out a canvas bag, ap |
from it penred n glesoning stream of goil

Gold—gold—1t rofied all over the bed, over
the flocy, pway irio the dark corners, vet no
one toucluxl it, so enchsined were they Ly
tho horritde specisele of thadving womnn
clinging te lifa, She ciuteiied up seine of tho
shining picces, and held ther up to the threa

men s they stoxld silent!y Leside the bed. bus

hor hands trembled so that the sovereions
Lept falliug from them ow tie fuer, with
metaliic clinks.

Al mine—all mine,” she shiicked, loudly.
“Give mo my hifo—gold--money —cuss ye—I
‘g2ld poy soul for it—save me--give e my

Mother Guttersnipe. “Right you are, I don't |

D iwelve

IH(:;-. it will have = dogen delighttul fuil

life,” antl, with trembling hands, she tried to
force the zold on them. They did notsaya
word, but stood silently looking at ber,
while the two girls in tke corner clung tor
gether. and trembiied with fear

“Dont look at mo—dor’t,” cried the hag,
falling down again afid the shining gold.

1 shan’t—give me my gold,” clawing at the
scattered sovereigns. “I'll take it with me—
1 skan’t die—3—(G—" whimpering. *l ain't

back on the bad, a corpse

The faint light of the candle flickered on
the shining gold and the dead face, framed
in tangled white bair; while the three men,
sick at beart, turned awsy in silence to seek
assistanca, with that wild ery still ringing in
their ears—

“G— save me, G—I"

[TO BE CONTINTUED:-1
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Cough medicines, Ayer’s Cherry Pec-
toral is in greater demand than ever.
No preparation for Throat and Lung
Troubles is so prompt in its effects, so
agreeable to the taste, and so widely
known as this. It is the family medi-
cine in thousands of households.

“T have suffered for years from &
bronchial trouble that, whenever I take
cold or am exposed to inclement weath-
er, shows itself by a very annoying
tickling sensation in the throat and by
difficulty in breathing. I have tried a
ereat many remedics, but none does s0
well as Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral which
always gives prompt relief in returns of
my old complaint.””— Ernest A. Hepler,
Inspector of Public Roads, Parish Ter-
re Bonne, La.

“T consider Ayer’s Cherry Pectorala
most important remedy ol

For Home Use.’

I have tested its curative power, in my
family, many times during the past
thirty years, and have never knowa it
to fail. It will relieve the most serious
affections of the throat and Iungs,
whether in children or adults.”—hé:.
E. G. Edgerly, Council Bluffs, Iowa.

“ Twenty years ago I was troubled
with a disease of the lungs. Doctors
afforded me no relief and considered
my case hopeless. I then began to use
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, and, before I
L:ad finished one bottle, found relief. I
continued to take this medicine until a
cure was effected. I believe that Ayer’s
Cherry Pectoral saved my life.””—
Samuel Griggs, Waukegan, Il

“Six years ago I contracted a severs
cold which settled on my lungs and
soon developed 2ll the alarming symp-
toms of Consumption. I had a cough,
night sweats, bleeding of the lungs,
pains in chest and sides, and was so
yrostrated as to be confined to my

ed most of the time. After irying
various prescriptions, without benefit,
my physician finally determined to give
me Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral. I teok if,
and the effect was magical. I seemed
to rally from the first dose of this
medicine, and, after using only three
bottles, am as well and sound as ever.”
— Fodney Johnson, Springfeld, Ill. *

Ayer's Gherry Pectoral,

PEEPARED BY

Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Sold by all Druggists. Price$l ; six bottles,$5.
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PLAIN TALE.

I wish to inform _those who bave not yet

| examiced my beautifu! and cheap stock of

DRY GQODS,
NOTIONS,
: SHOES,

LADIES® AND GENTS’ HATS,

STAPLE AND FANCY .

GROCERIES,

that by fair dealings apd Low Prices, my
trade is increasing daily. If they will give
we an opportunity of showing them through
my stock asd givieg them prices, I am satis-
fied I will add their names to my fast increas-

ing list of customers.

Polite and attentive clerks will take

pleasure in showing goods.

B. J. BARNETT,

Main Street, {n the Bend,
| Oct. 24 Sumter, S. C.
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TIHE GROWING

FRUIT STORE,

Headquarters for all kinds Fruits, Veg-
etables, &e.

WHOLESALE AND REVAIL

The largest assortment all kinds
Crackers and Candies,
in the City.

I also keep a full lige of

i 1: Tener imannm

Stamls el Fangy  (eoseerss,
BEST GOODS

i —AND—

| .
owest Prices Guaranteed.
PI8SES GREER,

i Oet 17, Main Streei. Sumter, S, O,
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This is the magazine [or fivie folks begin-
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| thent,
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Boston, Mass,
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"~ FOR SALE.

TEVERAL  DESIRABLE
"’\ LOTS

Anpdv 1o

Nov. 14 m vHos K. RICHARDSON.
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HAIR BALSAM
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stgrowih.

asesand bair falling,
Sie. At Dirneetsds,
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FPARKERGCIRGCERIONIC

1 vaiuablo for Coughs, Colds, Inward Pains. Exhaastion

-

“Ve want me to die. Blarst ye—! shan’t— |

done nothin'—let me live—give me a Bible— ]
i gave me, G—cuss it—G—,G—," and she fell

1
. 1
end of ! 4
& all | Dabv's Boreer.
and ali .

BUILDING |

| to pay for same,

CAR LCAD o=
HORSES AND MULES

TO ARRIVE ON

TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 27,

At the Sale and Feed Stables of

Nov 22, ’88.

HARDWARE BT

The Notice of Every Oze is Calted to the Fact that

R. W. DURANT & SON -

Keep a Full Sapply of Goods in their Line,

Farmers Suppiies, Mochamic Suopliss, Houssaold Supylis, Ete.

COOKING AND JIEATING STOVES OF BEST MAKE!

WAGON AND BUGGY MATERIAL FROM A BOLT TO A WHEEL.
IRON AND WOOD.

PUMPS, BOTH

Belting in Rubber and Leather, and Packing of all Kmd& :
Tmported Guns, Muzzle and Dreech Loading!

PISTOLS IN VARIETY FROM $1 UP. POWDER, SIIOT AND
SHELLS, &c, AND

We are Agents for the Great Western Powder Company,
TABLEAND PCCKET CUTLERY, &c.

With many thanks to 2 generous public for their past liberal patronage, and Qolieiting

still their kiod support. weare

Respectfully, ete.,

R. W. DURANT & SON, -

Sept. 12

Main Street, Opposite Bank. .
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FROPRIETORS OF

HE SUMTER SHOE STORE.

This Firm is too well known to our readers to require any"
puff, but having been silent for the past two years, (doing their
advertising by another method) they deem it best to announce
through this medium, that their shelves are laden with as cont

plete a stock of

BOOTS AND SHOES,

as can be found in any Retail Store in the State, and they are
determined not to be undersold ; but they will under-sole every=
body, in any style, according to their respective tastes and ..
pocket books.  From the cheapest to the finest, all grades are’.

complete.

Don’t fail to call, if you want to walk on solid leather, and

PERFECT FITTING SHOES.

Remember they are Shoe-makers, and know their business.

This is their Eighteenth Year in Sumter.

BULTHAN & BRO.;

Proprietors of The Sumter Shoe Store.
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THE BEST 4AND CHEAPEST of the lady’s-books.

greater merita than any other.

XCELS ALL OTHER

Such popular authors a2 Nirs.

Tt gives more for the moner end coslines

Lucy H. Hcoger, Mrs.

Rebacca Harding Davis. Miss M. G. McClellard. Mizs Alice Bowman,:

Edgar Fawcett, Frank Lee Benedict.
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~THE PANSY FOR 1889,

Edited by PANSY—Mrs. G. R. Alden,
The Dansy is an illustrated monthiy con-

taining from thirty-five 10 foriv Pages of |
1 ie dJevoted to yonpyg T0iRs |
lis ceatribaiors wre |

reading matter.
from eiwht to firteen.

" " » Y- s
amonz the hest weiters for yonng o o=

Pansy's New Serial aiil run torougsoeut

the year and is entitied The Way Cu,
. 1,ia b b
Pansy will 2lso continue bur Golden Text
Stories

Margarer Sidney haz a serial story entitled !
It is full of the ad- |
ventures, frolics and ambitions of a wide-

Rob : A story for boys.

awanke boy.
Miso M §

Livingston Las tales of

ehild-

‘The Philip Best Brewing Co/
MILWAUKEE BEER.

S AST BAY axp 50 asp 52 STATE Sts.,”

Auction Reom State Street,)

CHARTLESTON, S. C.

e and omid wars, in a new depariment, |

The Bitie Band Readines,
column and the |

vinaed.
3

The Penay is only oece doliar a year. A

specimen copy for Bve cents,

Yiu ean get your own sabseription free by
sencing tao new subsesibors wish 1wo dollars
Yon must vewit cirect Lo,
. LOTNHROP COMPARY,

Baston.

MONEY TO LOAN..

AN SUMS of 2300 and upwards to he se-
' cured by first merigage on improved furm
fands at 8 per cent. interest and a small com-
| mission.

Apply to
MOISES & LEE,

Oct. 10—23m. Xrigsuers st Liw,

e Queer Siery ¢
* 8. Cozoer wili all Le con- |-

GTTS F. WIETERS,

GRG, W.
WHOLESALE GROCER,
sotion 2nd Commission Merchand

—

CFFiCE

and Liguor Dealen
ACENT TOR

The F-nest Hams cured in the U. S.

Also Agest for

AT~ Consignments Solicited.

(o]

WHOLESALE

ROCER

~ e

Ligusr Dealer,

ARD SALESROOM:
Charleston, S: G




